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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Ran over to Melbourne this morning and gave our 
cricketers an encouraging pat (heard afterwards that they had won 
In consequence). Later on attended at Clerkenwell to assist the 
L.C.C. Committee recommend (or otherwise) the licences for 
theatres, music hails, etc. Proceedings very quiet—none of the 
usual larks—almost a frost. 


TEMPORA MUTANTUR. 


The circled committee-men, sitting in state, 
In the Parish of Clerkenwell, 

Sedately distribute the dicta of Fate 
(As nearly as they can tell). 

The theatres, ‘‘ pubs,’’ and variety shows 
Renewals complacently cull— 

Their wishes there isn’t a soul to oppose, 
So the sittings are deucedly dull. 


Went up to Hampstead and heard Sir H. Harben on the Circulating 
Library, and finished up the evening with Mr. Sidney Lee (the 
president of the Elizabethan Stage Society) at Toynbee Hall, where 
he discoursed interestingly on the Shakespearian Drama abroad. 


Thursday.—Having had a taste of the East End last evening, 
thought I’d have a look at the People’s Palace and East London 
Horticultural Society’s chrysanthemums. Found them wonder- 
fully good and encouraging to the grower-under-difficulties. Passed 
& mighty pleasant hour or two until it was time to make for the 
Actors’ Benevolent Association’s benefit, where I enjoyed much 
conversation with friends and acquaintances, and so, having done 
my mite for Charity, did enjoy my dinner with the “ Liberal 
Forwards” at the Holborn, and did sleep lustily during the 


speeches. 




















tenes 





Friday.—Off early to see Her Most Gracious safely stowed for 
her southward journey from Balmoral. Into the city afterwards to 
the ‘* pricking tor Sheriffs.” Those eligible for the office are by no 
means eager for the honour, which is not without its drawbacks, 
but most of them submit to fate in grim and despairing silence, for 
the objectors gain little sympathy in a derisive world. 


THE INEVITABLE. 


We leave our pleasures and our prof- 
Its, tremulous with fear, 
To hear the big-wigs ‘‘ pricking off 
The Sheriffs for the year.” 
When chosen we are not profuse 
In grumbles at our fix, 
For well we know it is no use 
To kick against the pricks. 
Got round to the New English Art Club Exhibition afterwards, 
and made myself happy for awhile. After dinner, went to the New 
Niagara Ca:nival—tried to see the shooting stars as I went home— 
couldn’t. I attribute my failure to the full moon. 


Saturday.—Welcomed Her Most Gracious home first thing. 
Afterwards helped to give the Humane Society’s medal to W. G. 
Searle, the Egham postman. Dined at Bristol (Colston banquets) 
with Sir M. Hicks-Beach and Lord Reay, and then made for 
Toynbee Hall again and heard what Mr. H. A. Jones had to say 
about ‘‘ The Drama.”’ 


Monday.— Made an early run over to South Africa to inspect the 
first panel of the big Wilson monument which Mr. Rhodes is going 
to erect in memory of the ill-starred Major and his troop. This is 
to be that ‘Colossus of Rhodes’’ which the small wits have been 
looking for for years. Had an hour with the London Needlework 
Guild, then off to help Sir J. Crichton Brown unveil a bust to 
Faraday at Newington. To the Covent Garden Carnival afterwards. 


Tuesday.—Attended big show of bulldogs at the Aquarium, and 
big show of Unionists at Albert Hall (bulldogs also, if you like to 
put it that way!) Went over and prorogued the Transvaal 
Volksraad, and came round by New South Wales in time to shout 
for the victory of Stoddart’s team. 


GOOD OLD BRITAIN. 


To Britons bold who proudly deem 
The willow-wielder king, 
The brave exploits of ‘‘ Stoddart’s Team ”’ 
Appear to be ‘‘ the thing.” 
So let us say, with ‘‘ Hip! Hooray!” 
May Britons reign supreme, 
And ev’rything occur which may 
To keep up Stoddart’s (s)team. 
THE Sporrer. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accomnanied by a stamned and addressed ennelome. 
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CHRISTMAS CLUB 
HAS COMMENCED 
JOIN AT ONLE 











‘‘ Music.” 


«“ Wat do you want, my good woman 
asked the doctor of music, when he found 
himself confronted in his hall by a dilapi- 
dated-looking Irishwoman hugginga baby 
in her arms, 

‘‘Shure, me babby isn’t well, sorr,” 
replied the woman. 

‘‘But I’m not a doctor of medicine; 
I’m a doctor of music,” explained the 
gentleman. 

‘‘ Vis, sorr, I know, an’ it’s me pore 
babby’s vocal chords that want seein’ to, 
an’——”? 

“ But, my good woman,” interrupted 
the doctor of music, ‘‘you must take 
your baby to a medical man.” 

‘But aren’t yez a docthor of music, 
sorr?”’ asked the woman, doggedly. 

‘Yes, but——” 

‘‘ Well, thin,” exclaimed the woman, 
as her baby broke into a prolonged howl, 
‘did yez iver hear swater music than, 
thot ? Only one or two notes want——”’ 

‘* Never !’’ yelled the doctor of music, 
bunging up his ears with his hands, and 
making frantic signs with his head to his 
servant to turn the woman and her 
‘‘musical ’’ baby out. 


999 
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Throwing Light on It. 


Mr. Christopher Cuff, the Senior 
tegistrar of the Westminster County 
Court, disposed of 152 actions before 
lunch time, brought by the Gas Light 
and Coke Company against consumers 
of their gas who had not paid their 
accounts. | 

To coolly burn the gas away, 

And then the accounts not to pay, 

Upon the company was ‘ rough ’’— 

They certainly deserved a Cuff! 


| Bad Boys. 


[Thomas Essex and George Bennett, 

each aged 12, were sentenced at Leam- 

ington to twelve strokes of the birch 

for stealing a bottle of whiskey. After 

| they drank the liquor, Essex was 
insensible and Bennett speechless. ] 


‘*Goop wine needs no bush,’’ we're told, 
But bad boys, only twelve years old, 
Who whiskey steal, drink it, and lurch, 
Then speechless grow, do need the birch ! 








COMING EVENTS. 

Friend.—‘‘ Hullo, Spavins! you're at it early.” 
Domestic Economist.—‘* Nor-r-er bit— (hic) 
fer Christmas—jus’ bin ter the club to pay the savin’s in !”’ (ize). 





Truth on the Rampage. 


TrvuTH lives deep down in a well that is pure, 
Unheeding men’s vain panegyrics ; 

Yet to-day, see its waters froth, bubble, and roar, 
For Truth has a bad fitof Hess-terics. 








WHEN you owe aman a grudge, it is generally because he owes 
you money. 








) 





Doks it go “‘ against the grain” to cut a corn? 


















savin’ up an’ perwidin’ fer my family you 





Not Taking Any. 


Mr. Oldun (fondly).—‘ Won't you be 
mine, darling? I have always loved you; 
I used to nurse you when you were a 
| baby.” 
Miss Yungun.—‘‘ And now I suppose 
want me to nurse you? No, 
thanks!” 


No Good. 
Contributor (handing MS. to Editor).—‘ I’ve taken to my pen 
for a living, sir.” 
Editor (after reading MS.)—‘‘ Umph! your pen doesn't seem to 
have taken to you!” 


A MAN whose time is always his own—a convict. 
A MAN of great taste—a tea-taster. 
AN easy ascent—to run up a bill. 


I cAN stand a good deal,’ remarked the pack of cards. 


NoveMBER 23, 1897. 
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Highly Dangerous! 

Trishman.—-‘‘Oi feel very queer, doc- 
thor; Oi belave Oi’m goin’ to have 
hydrophoby.”’ 

Doctor.—‘‘ Have you been bitten by a 
mad dog, then ?”’ . 

Trishman.—“ Not exactly; but about 
foive years ago Oi was bit by a flea thot 
Oi belave had bin bitin’ a dog that after- 
wards wint mad!”’ 

















A Sleepy Juryman. 


[‘*Mr. Cock proceeded to sum up 
the case on behalf of Mrs. Dade. In the 
middle of an eloquent passage the 
learned counsel was interrupted by a 
deep snore from the jury-box, and one of 
the jurymen was shortly after observed 
rubbing his eyes.” — Vide Press. | 
THE juryman began to snore 
(No doubt, he found the law a bore), 
But when the Cock had crowed some 

time, 

He was awakened to his crime ; 
He rubbed his sleepy-looking eyes, 
And, doubtless, tried to look quite wise ! 


* 


The Reason. 

Mrs. Snapper.—‘‘1 see you've been 
weighed, John. Why, you weigh a stone 
more than you did a short time ago!” 

Mr. S.—-‘*Yes; just before being 
weighed I eat some of that cake you 
made !”’ 


Misunderstood. 


Magistrate.—‘*‘ How did the defendant 
treat you?” 

Plaintiffi—‘ He didn’t trate me at 
all, yer honour. Shure, he’s not the 
man to shtand a dhrink !”’ 


Nude. 
Tunks.—‘‘ I’ve only your bare word for 
it.” 
Diggle.—‘‘ Well, it’s the naked truth.” 


A Lire PRESERVER.—Good health. 

WHEN you cut off a pig’s head, is it a 
pork chop ? 

Can you get clock work stockings on 
** tick ’’? 


“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 
By THE “‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.,”’ 


Lorp Sauispury has ‘‘downed ” the County Council in his own 
uncompromising way. The fluttering in Radical dovecotes will be 
something terrible, but I fancy he has pretty well all the educated 
and enlightened opinion in the Metropolis with him. 
Council has been an arrant failure, with one or two bright excep- 
tions, proving the rule, of course. The Council has, there is no 
doubt, got into the hands of the professional politician, who uses it 
as a stalking horse to carrv him into Parliament. 


* * ~ 


We all know what the professional politician has done for New 
York and Paris; let us save London from a similar fate while there 
is yet time. Why London ratepayers should suffer in order to fur- 
ther the Parliamentary ambitions of the faddist and the demagogue 
has yet to be explained. (What a hullabaloo the French and 
American newspapers will indulge in over the Premier's sarcastic 
remarks at the expense of their local government.) Does the Prime 
Minister’s pronouncement mean that the demolition of the County 
Council and the division of London into several municipalities is to 


plank in the Unionist platform ? 





to catch him com: 


The County 





Gent (calling for the fifth time).—‘‘ Mr. Tibbs out again ? 


when and where he is to be found ?”’ . 
Junior.—* You take my advice, sir, and go and wait outside the club ; 


iy" 


| JOHN TIBBS |! 


STOCK and SHARE.) 
BROKER 























Perhaps you can tell me 


you are bound 


¢ there. gir.’ 


The Deptford election is so-so. It isn’t much for either side to 
boast about. The Unionists cannot crow about a thousand 
reduction in their majority, but there is very little consolation for 
the Radicals, either. If this is to be their rate of progress during 
the life of the present Government, the Unionists will come back 
at the general election—not with a hundred and fifty majority, 
certainly, but with a hundred, or thereabouts. Meanwhile, if 
Mr. Ritchie and the Board of Trade are able to bring about a 
satisfactory settlement .of the engineering strike, the next two 
or three bye-elections should prove far more satisfactory to the 
Ministerialists. 

* ” x: 


The old country seems to be doing excellently well in Australia, 
where the English Eleven has won two important matches out of 
three, the third being a draw. It will be remembered that many 
of the representatives of the colony over here for the Jubilee 
expressed their delighted surprise at the vigour and resources of 
England, which, somehow or other, as she was so far away and so 
‘long established,” they had imagined to be growing a little effete. 
Well. when they came here, we soon dispelled that very erroneous 
idea. and now Stoddart’s Eleven will materially help to dissipate the 
notion among those who stayed at home, if there be any left with 
are invaluable. 


that impression. These inter-colonial contests 
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TOO BAD! 


Member of Scorching Brigade (to nervous O!d Gent).- -‘* Yah! Garn, carn’t yer! 


Want the ’ole bloomin’ rowd t’ yerself ?”’ 








Sweet Reasonableness. 


THE PLANTAGENET MOKE (thinking 
deeply) :— 


Hr thinks he’s a regular toff, 

He fancies he’s right in the know 
But Brummagem speeches are * off ”’ ; 
He's a *' Disraeli manqué ”’ is Joe! 

A file-gnawing serpentine joke 
Is extremely offensive to me, 
Who am a Plantagenet moke 
With a far-reaching family tree. 


He thinks he’s a virtuous cove, 
And he's free with his cuffs and his 
blows— 
But I am his better, by Jove! 
As the Chronicle very well knows. 
I don’t like his Brummagem style, 
So sententious, and pungent, and prim ; 
And as for his ‘‘ boomerang bile ”’ 
Let us hope it will boomerang him. 


He comes it uncommonly strong 

With his haughty, impertinent air— 
He pretends he is right when he’s wrong, 

That he’s fair when he’s very unfair. 
He frets, and he fumes, and he raves 

Of the work he has dene and the good; 
In fact, he too often behaves 

Like a ‘‘ lady much misunderstood.”’ 


He’s devoid of all humour is Joe— 
Though of ill-humour he has enough— 
B ‘4 , 1s | WW 


he'll deal + a treacher 


£¥ 


He’s an awful *‘ bad loser,”’ I’m told, 
And at his best friends he will fly— 
He’sa lamb from the Birmingham fold— 
And I'll give him a kick on the sly. 


(Kicks wildly in the air to everyone’s 
amusement.) 


CHAMBERLAIN :— 


Come up, you ridiculous beast— 
Come; none of your ‘‘New Forest ”’ 
airs! 
Enough is as good as a feast, 
You are angry, but nobody cares. 
‘‘ Sweetly reasonable ’’ you may be; 
But I shall not put up with your fuss— 
Come up, Sir, and listen to me— 

You obstinate, ‘‘ time-serving ”’ cuss ! 
You may kick—you may kick as you like, 
You may bray just as loud as can be, 
But you'll find that your master can 

strike— 
Don’t play my ‘‘Lord Thurlow” with 
me ! 
I have beaten you often before, 
And, of course, it is perfectly plain, 
Though you prove that you’re angry and 
sore, 
I shall beat you again and again! 
You may be a humorous ass— 
I have not the least doubt that you 
are ! 
3ut strong ‘‘ measures ’”’ 


¥ * #6 
id c 


with me will 


pass, 


Keep your kicks for your leaders and 
friends, 
For with me it’s a word and a blow— 
My patience impatiently ends, 
So don’t you come kicking at Joe! 


The air down at Malwood is strong, 
And it doubtless gets into your head— 
But to kick at your Master is wrong, 
And you lose when it’s all done and 
said. 
You'd better lie low for a while— 
The flowing tide’s ceasing to flow; 
And as for my boomerang-bile— 
Well, it won’t inconvenience Joe! 


The Liverpool Miscount. 


(‘* Mr. Salvidge discovered that a 
mistake had been made, and called the 
Lord Mayor’s attention to the fact, that 
one bundle of 50 votes for Mr. McArthur 
had been fastened with the wrong clip, 
etc.” —Daily Telegraph, November 12th, 
1897.} 


Mr. McArtuur’s VICTORY. 


Let’s drop a tear for Russel! Rea, 
Who has to bear ill-fortunes flout, 
He . . oneglad hour,a proud M.P. . - 
On a recount was bundled out. 
McArthur thought he’d lost the seat, 
His hopes all darkened by a clip’s 
Wrong straying from its lawful beat, 
But now he laughs at Fortune’s quips. 
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SWEET REASONABLENESS. 


AIN’T I GIVEN YER ALL YER WANTS?” 


NOW THEN, STUPID, 


CHAMBERLAIN (LOQ.) —“ 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 164.) 
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The Trials of Miss Anastasia Penn. 
No. 4.—“*A WOLF IN SHEEP’S CLOTHING.” 
Rat! Tat! Tat! 
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ZEPHYR WAS MAKING A Funiovs ONSLAUGHT. 


she had decided to rest awhile from her labours. Who was tlie 
caller? Perhaps the father or mother of one of the boys she had 
sent away the day before surcharged with cream and buns, wanting 
his or her recompense. 

Alas! Miss Anastasia Penn was beginning to find out that human 
gratitude has its marketable value. 

She crossed hastily to the window to inspect the invading force, 
but the well-worn stump of an umbrella and four inches of an 
enormous blucher, were the only visible signs of animation. So 
she had to wait till Dobbins, her domestic, came, with tardy tread, 
to announce the visitor. 

Dobbins’ face wore a scornful look, but she had only time to 
say, ‘‘If you please, Miss, it’s a ,’ when a sound of furious bark- 
ing and cries of genuine distress were heard in the hall outside, 
and Miss Penn, rushing to the door, beheld a scene that made her 
almost scream with amazement and alarm. 





Zephyr, the immaculate, law-abiding Zephyr, was making 
a furious onslaught at a seedy-looking individual dressed in 


clerical attire, who, by first hopping on one leg ani then the other, 
was trying to evade his attack. 

‘*Call the savage brute off,’ he shouted piteously as he caught 
sight of Miss Penn, ‘ or he'll tear me limb from limb.” 

‘*Tt’s all right, my good man,”’ replied Miss Penn, calling the dog 
off ; ‘‘ he won’t hurt you, it’s only Zephyr.”’ 

“Zephyr, you call him,’ muttered the man. “ More like a 
hurricane, I think. Ihave called, my dear madam,” be continued, 
following Miss Penn into the dining-room and complacently seating 
himself, ‘‘ on behalf of the society of which I am secretary. Allow 
me to introduce myself,”’ and he handed a card inscribed :- 


Rev. H. Kopem, 
Secretary, Society P.P.S. 


‘Society P.P.S.?"’ said Miss Penn, dubiously. 

“Ah! Perhaps it is scarcely sufficient to explain the object. It 
means Society for Providing Philanthropists with Subjects.”’ 

‘‘ Indeed! "’ said Miss Penn, suddenly interested. 

“ Our ideaisthis. That taking intoaccount thegreat ingratitude of 
the victims—er—er—I should say subjects—in general, we have, at 
great expense and labour, compiled a list of deserving cases, whom 
we guarantee to be grateful, respectful, and, above all, of cleanly 
habits and appearances. ”’ 

‘How noble of you! 
Penn. 

“1 knew you would appreciate our efforts, dear lady. We work 
the society as a syndicate, the shares of which are offered to phil- 

lously low price of £1 each—-er—er—pay- 


Be quiet, Zephyr!" exclaimed Miss 


anthropists at the ridicu 
. . hi 


Miss Penn started at the sound. It was merely 
a double knock at the door, but her mind had been a good deal har- 
rassed of late by the results of her promiscuous philanthropy, and 











‘Money,’ said Miss Penn, sententiously, ‘‘should not be con- 
sidered in the noble cause of charity.” 

‘That is just what the society think,” said Mr. Kodem, “ you 
should join at once. We can offer you just now exceptional advan- 
tages, though we have been very busy lately. So busy, in fact, that 
I am at present loaning myself as a widower-curate with six 
children and no employment, but I should be very pleased to trans- 
fer myself. You see, the grub—er—er—food, I get is not what I’m 
accustomed to. I can’t get the consumptive cough properly yet.” 

“Did your wife die very young, poor man?” said Miss Penn. 

Mr. Kodem stared a moment, and then went on: “ We issue a 
monthly list of the ‘subjects disengaged.’ The current list con- 
tains the following, all of whom are at your service :— 

“No. 1. Widow lady, genteelly brought up. Just parted with her 
‘little all’ to pay a grasping landlord. A hopeless life without food 
before her. Bedridden mother could be added, if desired. 

“No. 2. Consumptive burglar. Out of work in consequence of 
hacking cough. Deserving case. 

“No. 3. Drunkard, and wife-beater, with wife. 

“No! No!’ added Mr. Kodem, hurriedly; ‘that should have 
been scratched— er—er—I mean crossed out. The wife-beater is, I 
know, laid up with chillblains. 

“No. 4. A gutter waif, with pathetic story, and little sister. 
Have both been taught the use of handkerchiefs, and warranted to 
carry them. 

‘‘ There are a great many more,’ continued Mr. Kodem; ‘but, 
perhaps, dear lady, I weary you. Will you take the list and peruse 
at your leisure ? ”’ 

“ And is there really so much misery and suffering that I have 
the power to alleviate ?’’ said Miss Penn. 

‘Ah, yes, indeed, there is!’ replied Mr. Kodem. ‘“ And, if you 
cannot find exactly what you want on the list and send to us—after 
paying the £1 share—we can find it for you, or make to order.” 

‘‘T think I will join the syndicate,” said Miss Penn, ‘‘and give 
£2. One for myself and one for my nephew, whom I wish you to 
try and interest in some work of charity. I don’t like offering you 
money, it seems so—so——”’ 

‘‘ Fear not, madam,” said Mr. Kodem, pocketing the coins; “ ’tis 
for the poor and needy. Can I see the young gentleman now—and 
alone?” 

‘Yes, I will send him to you,” said Miss Penn rising. 

‘* And—er—er—dear madam —will you kindly take your charm- 
ing dog with vou ?”’ 
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‘* Another daylight robber,’ he muttered. ‘Well, sir! How 
can I serve you ?”’ he said aloud. 

‘‘Ah! my very dear young friend,” said Mr. Kodem, “ your 
estimable aunt has let me into the secret of your charitable designs. 
You wish to aid her in her benevolence?” — t—Py 

‘“‘T’ll be hanged if Ido!” said Aubrey. ‘‘ The old girl has been 
spending her money a little too freely already for my taste. If 
this state of things goes on much longer, I’d bet 2 to 1 she won't 
have a penny left.’’ 

“Tl take you 7 to 2 in quids,” said Mr. Kodem, calmly, in an 
unguarded moment. . 

Aubery turned round on the man like a tiger. His face was 
strangely familiar! Where had he seen it before? The features 
seemed to remind him ofa great loss. Ah! he could locate him 
now. But how different was his attire and language then. 
Dressed in parti-coloured clothes, and mounted on a chair, he was 
shouting out the odds in a discordant voice ata race meeting. 
Yes; it was “ Little Teddy Tidd”’ on a new lay. Little Teddy 
Tidd, the blackest of Epsom’s blacklegs. 


_— 


| Waftings from the Wings. 


The Scarlet Feather is a scrumptious affair, a more gorgeous pro- 
duction in the comic-operatic line I have never seen. Lecocq’s 
music is delicious, and Mr. Harry Greenbank’s libretto is bright and 
coherent. The story tells of the Prince of Monaco and his chum, 
who get married secretly, even unknown to h other, to two 





} charming ladies ; each bi ing frightened of the League of the Scarlet 
Feather, to which they belong—a party of men sworn to be life-long 
celibates on pain of forfeiture of all their worldly goods. There 
is plenty of fun in the story, and the delightful music by Lecocq and 
Lionel Monckton lends vivacity and brightness to the whole affair. 
Mr. E. C. Hedmondt, Mr. Tapley, the new American comedian, Mr 
Seabrooke, Miss Decima Moore, Miss Nellie Stewart, Miss M. A. 

| Victor, Mr. Snazelle, in fact the whole company, do admirably. 


Chorus and orchestra are splendid ; indeed, the whole entertainment 
is delightful. 


Il Piccolo Haydn, a new “ grand operetta ’’ in one act, now pre- 
cedes The Cat and the Cherub at the Lyric Theatre. It is an 
ambitious little work, written by Antonia Cipollini and composed by 
Gaetano Cipollini. But I fear that, despite its cleverness, it is above 
the heads of that part of the British public that goes to the ordi- 
nary theatre. The veriest pauper in Italy is instinctively a 
musician, but I fear that we are yet a long way off this happy state 
of affairs in this country. Jl Piccolo Haydn is not the bright and 
merry piece that should precede so sanguinary a tragedy as The Cat 
and the Cherub. The music is always refined and _ clever, 
the orchestration is full and artistic, the melodies often fresh 
and free. But the story does not appeal to us, and the melody 
that is described by the people in the play as being positively angelic 
does not strike the audience in at all the same way. Indeed, it is 
the most disappointing number in the score, perhaps for the reason 
that we were led to expect so much. The little work has the 
advantage of Miss Marie Elba in the principal character. Miss 
Elba is a really fine artist in many respects—we shall not easily 
forget her Hansel in Hansel and Gritel. For the rest, her com- 
panions and the orchestra were by no means all that might be 
desired. 


Mr. Beerbohm Tree has made a splendid engagement in Mr. 
Franklin McLleay for Cassius in his revival of Julius Cesar, which 
we are to see at Her Majesty’s next January. ’Twixt this and then 
A Man’s Shadow is to intervene, beginning on November 27th. 


Mr. Forbes Robertson promises us Othello after Hamlet, not at 
the Lyceum, of course, that will be wanted by Sir Henry Irving for 
Peter the Great. 


Mr. George Alexander has done a very daring thing at the St. 
James’s, he has actually printed a sarcastic notice on his programme 
to those ladies who wear big hats. He reminds them that others 
are actuated by the same wish as themselves to see the play. If 
Alexander is not very careful he will have to fight a corps of fashion- 
able Amazons. GOSSAMER. 


Mr. William E. Bates, the cornet soloist, who created such a 
sensation at the Chicago Exhibition, has been exclusively engaged 
by the Empire Theatre management, and made his first appearance 
in London last week. The American papers have nothing but 
praise for him, and describe his tone and execution as being 
identical to that of the celebrated Levy. Mdlle. Marguerite 
Cornille made her first appearance last evening, and the tableau, 
“Treasure Island,” from Monte Cristo, is re-introduced, with 
Mdlle. Adelina Genée, from Vienna, a premiere danseuse. 





Poor Jack’s Last Port.—At the meeting of the committee of 
the Royal Alfred Aged Merchant Seamen’s Institution, 58, Fen- 
church Street, E.C., the question of an election of candidates in 
January next was dealt with. There are 260 applicants on the list 
whose ages range from 65 to 90, among whom are many distress- 
ing cases on whose behalf appeals are being received from all. parts 
of the United Kingdom. The country has been rejoicing in the 
great prosperity which has blessed Her Majesty's reign, but here are 
the men who have vastly contributed to that result, now infirm and 
destitute, appealing in their distress and old age for the bare neces- 
saries of life, and no adequate response to that appeal was being 
made. The committee have decided to elect in January next ten 
aged seamen to the home at Belvedere, and 20 to the out-pension at 
their own homes, independent of rank, creed, or place of abode, and 
beg to renew their appeal for increased annual help, which will be 
thankfully received by the chairman, Admiral Sir F. Leopold 
McClintock, K.C.B., or the secretary, J. Bailey Walker, who will be 
pleased to supply any further information. 

“The Star of Klondyke” is the title of the Christmas number of 
the Penny Illustrated Paper. The stories are very sensational, and 
the illustrations most app site. 


In Darkest Africa. 
A COMEDY IN ONE SCENE. 


Draniatis Pe rSOnG 


OG SIMOES. §.0<6cundeees {n African [E:xplorer. 
,F7 y 
Hamatauxt .ccccccece Another. 
Scene: A Howling Hinterland. 

Curtain rises and discovers M. Hanotaux very busy. He pulis 
down several British tlaqs which are seen floating over the primeval 
Jor ic. and vr plac ; then wu Bri Ii flags, a bundl of wh hi hee 

wrries under his arm. tle wearsaad plomatic uniform and a sweet 
smtle. 


M. Hanotauxr (surveying his work).—‘* Ah, zat iz ze great im- 
provement. It iz not ze war, but it iz magnifique. My country she 
veel be pleased, my ally ze Czar he veel be pleased, and John Bull 
he veel be much angry, but I not care ze British d--—!”" 

(inte r Robert Of cul disguised (Ls H. M. Stanley, with a bundle of 
British jlags in one hand and an Ultimatum in the other.) 

Robert C. (with a profound bow).—-‘* Monsieur Hanotaux, I 
presume !”’ 

M. Han. (starts with surprise and turns very pale.)—‘* Monsieur 
Cecil—ah !—you-—I mean I—my dear sir, how do you carry your- 
self ?”’ 

Robert C.—‘* Excellently, thank you, excellently (with deep 
meaning) in a gun-boat (waving his hand towards flags). 1 notice, 
by-the-bye, that you have been removing my landmarks. It is un- 


scriptural, unconstitutional, and (losing his lemper) d——d un- 
friendly. (ecovering himself.) I speak, of course, in adiplomatic 
sense !”’ 


M. Han. (with an air of injured innocence).-—‘‘ But, my dear sir, I 
not know. You vere not here! You did not say zat your land- 
marks they vere. I sought zat all ze land here to my country 





belonged. If I vos in ze wrong, I apologise. I - 
R. Cecil.—‘‘ Then you will remove those flags ? "’ 
M. Han.—“ If | am in ze wrong, I veel remove everysing. gut I 
’ v ee] 


’ 


am not in ze wrong, and I veel remove nussing. But I veel confer.’ 

R. Cecil.—‘ Oh; very well, if you put it like that we will confer.”’ 
(They sit. Both pull documents and maps from their pockets, and 
ostentatiously display revolvers.) 

R. Cecil. ‘‘ See here (points fo place on thie map), we Came here 
a year ago. You come here to-day.” 

M. Han.—‘ Ah, but ven I come, you vos not here. Ven ze 
Frenchman comes anyvere and zere iz nobodies there, ze land 
belongs to ze French.”’ 

R. Cecil.‘ Oh, tell that to the marines.’ 

M. Han.—‘‘ 1 veel tell zat to ze marines, sir, 1 veel tell zat to 
any bodies.”’ 

R. Cecil (very diplomatically).—‘*‘ Now, see here, my dear 
fellow, we were here first. You won't deny that anyway?” 

M. Han.—*' No, I veel deny nussing.”’ 

R. Cecil.—‘‘ Very well, we were here first, we run up our flag, 
so the land is ours.” 

M. Han.—‘‘ Ah, but you go avay. You go far avay. Zen I 
come. Youare not here. Very vell. Zen ze land iz mine.” 

R. Cecil.—“* No, no, don’t you understand ? The land was mine 
before you came.” 

M. Han.--“‘Oui! I see zat. But ze land vos mine after J] 
came.” 

R. Cecil.—‘‘ Then you absolutely decline to withdraw ?” 
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M. Han.—‘‘Non, non! Ido not absolutely decline! Iflamin | 
ze wrong I veel apologise.” 
R. Cecil.—“ Then you will withdraw ?”’ | 
M. Han.—‘* Non, non! I veel confer.”’ 
R. Cecil.— But we are conferring.” 
M. Han.—* Oui, oui, and ve veel vot you call go on conferring.” 
R. Cecil.—‘ But your flags are waving over my land.” 
M. Han.—‘‘ No matters—vot you call, ‘let zem vave!’” 
R. Cecil (presenting Ultimatum).—* Then I must wish you good 
day. Read that at your leisure, and let me know. So long!” 
(Exit R. C., indignantly.) 
M. Han.—“ Zese Anglaise, zese Anglaise, they never vell confer. 
} 





































Vell, I suppose I must have zem down.” 
(Proceeds to haul the F'rench flags down again.) 


(Curtain.) 
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5 A Deer Barcarn.—Cheap vension. 





‘ SQUARING "’ THE CrrcLE.—Bribing a fat policeman. 
A MatTrer or Course.—Dining. 


Crazy Work.—Attending on lunatics. 
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Angler (who also takes a class in Sunday Sc/wo:).—‘ I was telling 
f, Sunday about Jonah and the whale.” 
Friend.—** Indeed. What did they think about it? 








Angler.—* Oh, they only laughed, and said it was one of my fish tales!”’ him?” 


My Joke. 


As I was walking by myself beside the silver sea, 
A joke of wondrous drollness suddenly occurred to me. 


I took it home, and told it to my aunt, who’d come to stay. 
She stared at me a moment, then she fainted right away. 


I nearly killed my brother with this flawless gem of wit, 
He rolled upon the carpet in a most alarming fit. 


I saw I must be careful how I used my splendid jest, 
And saved it for the people who I thought could stand it best. 


I tried it on a Scotchman whose ideas were limited ; 
3ut ere I’d got half through it he incontinently fled. 


My friends began to shun me, and I knew my joke must go, 
Though how I should dispose of it I really didn’t know. 


No editor would take it: each one hastened to explain 
That it was far too good—his paper wouldn’t stand the strain. 


At last I locked it safely in a strong-box iron-bound, 
Where I shall keep it handy till those beastly waits come round. 








The Civic Feast. 


(The new Mayor of Lynn is a teetotaler. 
He entertained the Corporation to lunch, 
but explained that he could not offer them 
wine. He, therefore, vacated the chair, and 





on the Deputy-Mayor taking it, a supply of 
champagne, port, and sherry was placed on 
the tables.— Daily Paper. | 


SHALL civic glories be allowed to fade 
And perish in an ignominious fashion ? 

Shall portly aldermen on lemonade 
Indulge their festive passion ? 


[Insipid lemonade! What aid can that 
On Councillors or Mayors be bestowing ? 
We like to see from quite a different vat 
A stronger tipple flowing ! 


Tis vain to think that on such sorry cheer 
Our aldermen could well uphold their 
stations, 
Or on such nutriment as gingerbeer 
Support their Corporations. 


For here ‘tis patent temperance has no 
chance, 
Our civic song is never sung in this key ; 
So, burly waiter, pass the wines from France 
And Dunville’s famous whisky! 


‘“The feast of reason and the flow of soul,” 
Though doubtless a quotation somewhat 
striking, 
| The feast of turtle and the flow of bowl 
| Are much more to our liking! 





————— 


| A “ Hit.” 


Father (who has just chastised his little 
son ).—‘* My father always used to thrash me 


the children lest Me 
when I was naughty. 


Little Son (significantly ).—‘‘ Did you like 
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